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1 .  
I  t h o u g h t  a l l  a l o n g  
a  p a r t  o f  u s  w a s  s l e e p i n g .  
I  f e l t  a  w o r d ,  
t h e  g e n t l e n e s s  o f  l i g h t  
o n  m y  t o n g u e ,  I  f e l t  y o u r  f a c e  
f e e l i n g  s o m e t h i n g  w a s  w r o n g .  
O n e  k i s s  o n c e  
s u b t l e  a s  s e k u s h i ,  
o n e  f a c e  h a l f l i t  
i n  t h e  p i l l o w ' s  a r m s ,  
l i k e  a  p o l l e n - d r u n k  m o t h  
d i p p i n g  d o w n  
i n t o  t h e  d o g w o o d  
y o u r  l i p s  o p e n e d  
t h e n  f a n n e d  i n t o  t h e  s o f t e s t  w i n d ,  
y o u  a r e  t h e  p o i s e  
o f  t h e  m o n a r c h  
I  c o u l d n ' t  n e t  t h a t  s u m m e r  
b e h i n d  O c e a n s i d e  R e s c u e  S t a t i o n  
N u m b e r  O n e ,  i t  t o o k  
a  h e l l  o f  a  n e r v e  
t o  s p e a k  o u t  t h e n ,  
t h e  c o l o r s  t o o  f r a g i l e  
t o  t o u c h .  L e t  u s  d i e  
w i t h  t h i s  t a s t e  o f  m u s i c  
i n  o u r  m o u t h s .  
2. 
I didn't mind the daffodil 
tulip hubbub, it was the six 
dollar admission 
that turned me off, I don't give a damn 
whose mansion. Pinchot's is the only breath 
worth remembering, but I'll recall 
the wrens that were indifferent 
as stones 
when you undressed, there, in the afternoon, 
I thought the world, 
I thought my life was soft. 
There was a silence 
like snow 
settling on my blood 
there was inside me an unearthly autumn. 
And it was nothing 
but the sound of water 
where it stops; drops dead 
in the middle of Keowee Lake 
and reflects and inverts 
the forest. We're backward, I think 
in the fury of my sleep, and tumble 
and leap from dream 
to dream 
like a child unleashed 
in all of his youth 
running stone to stone 







3 .  
A n d  w e  r a n  t h a t  s t r e a m .  
I  d o n ' t  k n o w  i f  y o u  h a v e  r o l l e d  
i n  y o u r  u n e a s y  s l e e p  
o n t o  t h e  g r a y  
t h a t  r i s e s  w h e n  t h e  g r a n i t e  
o p e n s ,  o n t o  t h e  g h o s t  
o f  y o u r  f a t h e r  
w h o  b o u g h t  S a t u l a h  M o u n t a i n ,  
a  n a m e  t h a t  f e e l s  g o o d  i n  m y  m o u t h .  
H e  i s  t h e  d e a d  m o o n  
w o b b l i n g  j u s t  a h e a d  
o f  y o u r  e a r t h  
l i k e  a  w h i t e - p a i n t e d  C h e r o k e e  
s c o u t .  I  t h i n k  y o u  c a r r y  h i m  
w i t h  y o u  t h r o u g h  t h e  r o t t i n g  o a k s  
t h a t  c r u m b l e  
e v e n  i f  w e  l o o k  a t  t h e m  w r o n g  
a n d  I  h a v e  l o o k e d  
a n d  I  h a v e  s e e n  y o u  
c r u m b l e .  I t  i s  a  f e a r  
I  h a v e  s e e n  
s e t t l i n g  o n  y o u r  c o a t ,  a  s h a d o w  
i n  w h i c h  a  t h r e a t  i s  c r o u c h i n g  
l i k e  a  s e e d ,  i t  i s  t h e  s u n  
t h a t  l i m p s  
l i k e  a  t u r t l e  f u l l  o f  l i g h t  
a n d  c r e e p s  
a n d  w e a v e s  t h r o u g h  t h e  t r e e s .  
I f  I  h a d  i t  
I  w o u l d  g i v e  y o u  t h e  s t i l l n e s s  
o f  g r o w t h  t h a t  m a k e s  t h e  b l a c k  t r e e s  
f i x t u r e d  t o  t h e  s i d e  
o f  t h e  s k y  
n o t  e v e n  l o n g  t o  s t i r .  
4. 
Once when I came home 
from Cuernavaca 
we hiked along out of breath 
into Reddington Pass 
and you undressed 
kind of bashfully like a budding 
girl, I saw Walhalla 
written on your cheeks. 
And I saw it once, I think, 
halfway 
when I was young, 
when my grandfather 
walked me though his garden 
alone, 
it was another 
of those unsure Brooklyn days 
when the sun came 
up and took a healthy look 
and went to hell 
and hid in the clouds. 
But he spoke 
through the ribs of his tank 
T-shirt 
a few 
of his few words no mie remembers 
and I can hear 
his bronze voice 
laced with Italian, 
I can see the plum 
tomatoes piled in the bushel, 
and the terrace 
not peeling where the tendrils coiled, 
I can feel my fingers 
hold a grape 
to the sun 
and rub against his unshaven face 
that smiled and was ready to die 
that summer. 
5 .  
W a l h a l l a  
y o u  a r e  i n  W h i t m i r e ,  
S o u t h  C a r o l i n a ,  a n d  i n  U t a h  a n d  i n  e y e s  
I  h a v e  t o u c h e d  
w i t h  m y  e y e s ,  a n d  i n  s e a b i r d s  
m o s t  s l o w  
a n d  u n r e l i g i o u s  o f  s h i p s ,  
a n d  i n  o n i o n w e e d  
s p r o u t i n g  f r o m  t h e  c r a c k s  
i n  b o u l d e r s ,  n o t  e v e n  g i v i n g  a  d a m n .  
W a l h a l l a  
y o u  a r e  t h e  t h o u g h t  
I  a m  m o s t  a f r a i d  o f ,  t h e  d o v e s  
t h a t  r i s e  w h e n  a t  l a s t  
t h e y  a r e  d e a d  
w i t h  w a t e r  a n d  s i l e n c e  
i n  t h e i r  b e a k s .  
A n d  i n  t h e  s t e a m  
t h e  i n m a t e  w i p e s  f r o m  a  m i r r o r ,  a n d  t h e  c l a w  
o f  t h e  f i d d l e r  
t h a t  g r o p e s  a t  t h e  w i n d  
w h e n  t h e  g r a y  g u l l  d r o p s  i t  
t o w a r d  t h e  r o c k s .  
W a l h a l l a  
e v e n  i f  I  a m  a  s u c k e r  
f o r  y o u r  m u s i c ,  t h e  a l  
s u n g  t w i c e  
a n d  t h e n  b a c k w a r d s  i n  l a ,  
e v e n  i f  I ' l l  b e l i e v e  u n t i l  t h e r e ' s  n o t h i n g  
t o  l o o s e  
a n d  d r o p  y o u  l i k e  a  b i r d c a g e  
a r o u n d  m y  o n l y  
w i f e ,  I  s t i l l  h o l d  f a i t h  
i n  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  
o f  m u s i c  
where the old oak drifts 
more mute than a barge, 
and ants, most pious of all 
the insane, find sleep 
asleep in their hearts. 
6 .  
L a u r a ,  w h e n  y o u  c r i e d  
l a s t  n i g h t  
I  f e l t  m y  s k e l e t o n  
w o b b l e  a n d  I  w r a p p e d  y o u  w i t h  e v e r y t h i n g  l e f t  
i n  m y  a r m s  - w e ' v e  r o c k e d  
l i k e  t h a t  
f o r  t o o  m a n y  h o u r s  
m u m b l i n g  i n t o  t h e  p i l l o w  
e v e r y t h i n g ' s  o k - n o t  e v e n  c a r i n g  
I  f e l t  y o u r  h a i r  
i t c h  m y  f a c e ,  w e  w e r e  a l o n e  
w e  w e r e  d r e a m s  
t h a t  f e e l  o u t  o f  b e d ,  t w o  g i f t s  
t h a t  w i l l  n e v e r  b e  g i v e n .  
A n d  u n d e r s t a n d i n g  
I  t o o k  t h i s  l i t t l e  b i t  
o f  l i f e  
a n d  g a v e  i t  a w a y  
t o  m y s e l f  
a n d  y o u  
a n d  w e  b o t h  b r o k e  d o w n  
a n d  h u g g e d  i t  b e t w e e n  u s  
a n d  s l e p t  
l i k e  t h e  t w o  j a g g e d  h a l v e s  o f  a  p r o m i s e  
n o t  e v e n  l o n g i n g  
t o  w a k e .  
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